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CHAFTER XX
And at that moment there was s
pound of footsteps just outsids the
tent. The feet which made the sound
belonged tn Freddis the Ferret. Witk
his ususl good luck he sppeared o
bave arrived In the very nick of time
Professor Etllliter was not at tha!
time to recelve the kiss for which his

greedy mouth was walting

Wake up'™ he mald in & dlagustad
volce

Celestin put her hands to her eves
woke and ecouldn’t remember Just

what bad been sald

tuink I'm oo thred to talk,” she
suld

0 [ nee exld Btilliter, sx Frod
dle entered the tent “Esatter rest
then'

And the peychologist withdrew
muil's sane sguin wnd rather badily
frightened. An open-flapped tent was
certalnly no place for making love
by viclenes: yot | a moment the
eautions man had lost all thoupht of
kelfcantrol and mll fear of consd
Gnencos

It wan on the afternnon of the ni
day thaut Fare Sturtevant a1
Bemmoe# came to Pitumen with o
vhols 1 ¥ vl of capltalints, and bid
duble mon expart in polities
tire 1 n ) Lt the entire WWhH
whip wau at the station to meet then
Swaving and tottering shove the heas
of the erowd were all sorts of bar
ners and transparencing, variously in
peribed aud emblozoned

Vola for the New Constitution,

Kehr tor Senator

Every Citizen a Steckholder.

Dividends Instead of Taxes.

From the station to e stockads,
pow wide open, and shorn of ita war

Hke barbarities, the erowd marched
When the head of the processlon eame
near the tents of Celestia, set hock
from the road on lttle knoll, it

baltod, and every man bared his head
and began to shout bher name. The
phouting brousht her prasently to the
door of the wain terl—g 1lander, girl
Ish figure alt in white, who waved to
her followers and adorers & white and
plender hand

Even at that distance her affact up
on them wan magleal. Throats grow
hoar:e vith wshouting. Then rhe
backed from thelr slght Into the big
tent, after ons laxt wave of the hand,
And they, becauss they knaw that she
would come to them Inter In the siock-
ade and wpenk to them and A1 their
hearts full of hope and courage, al
Jowsd her now to withdraw from thelr
sight, und, after ons more minute of
shauting they took up the march once
wore, and went roaring toward the
stockade—Iate sirliers, lute mirike
breakers, capitulisty, politiclans, men,
women and chlldren, ull wild now,
with excitement and enthusiasm—the
twn mosl contaglous diseases in the
world

Celestn stond meuwnwhile 1o the cen-
ter of the blg tent. and she oo was
trembling with excitement and eo
thusinsm and the seuse of personal
triumph, And sl.c looked po young
and lonocent, and beautiful, that for
& moment the trown faded from Tom:
my Barclay's forehead, and the ache
from his henrt

“Ob, Tommy,” sald Celestla, “you |

won't spoll it ull now, will you? You'll
ba somowhers In the crowd where |

enn soe your face, when I stand up |

0 speak, won't you?”
“It goss to my hearl,” sald Tommy,
*to see Low happy their love makes
But T esn't go to the stockade
fe be & (mce a the crowd. 1'm afraid
mighl go to my head.”

mind,” sald Tommy, “that If you saud
the word they wouwild march on Wash
Ingtes and Iry o pull the president
out of the Whits Houss ['ve boped
Agulmst bope ['ve seen your power
imown that you had it and hoped that
you di4a’t really bave . You mmde
s little mark on the greatl city of New
Yok, youn will go etk oo the wave
of your trifumph hers and wweap if off
ity foet, ma you have swept Biturzen
If you go to the stockade and show
yourself once meore to thoss crasy peo
ple and speak o them you willi stan
s campaign of revolution that wili
sweep a suficiently sane country of
its feet. | sce you ficatisg from elty
to city and from wiliage o village In
your special traln, winning all bearts
persuading all minds, acd spreading,
as [ think, upon my honor, the seeds
of pational disaster. in the name of
all that Is most sacred to you, Celestia,
stop while there is stil]l time. Speak
to those peopie If you must, but tell
them that you have been deceived
that you are the piaythiog of capital,
snd that they have besan Jeceived;
wash your hands of pelitics and soph-

tries: step down; resign. In the
image of all that is nobile and fine, you
ive created & mouster. Dont bresthe
the final breath of life into that mon
ster and brinz It to Hfe—a Franken
teln that evim you coan never hope
o comtrol once It gets on its feet, aid
hegina to think murierous thoughta
if you go to the meeting in the stock-

dn you will bring this monster to e

&ve yYou pno lear of the cotse
puenceal”

She shook ber head primly, but with
a litle sadness
he sald, “back of these
tenis the woods run to the hills, the
hills o the mountains Wil you
comeT”

Fur & moment it appeared that she
besltuted Then she drew a deep
ureath and stiffened her spine

“l believe,” she sald gently, “that
God sent me to do what | have done
and what I am going to do.”

“l know that you belleve that.,” said
Tommy. “If | didn‘t kuow that you
belisved, I shouldn’t let you gc to the
stocknde”

“You coulda’t hold me foraver.”

He draw the back of his hand across
his eyes, as if to shut out some hor
rible scena.

“No,” he said, “1 ecouldn't hold you
forever. They would ccme and take
you away from me. | should have—
you would have ta be st that you
couldn't speak to them—uny more”

Bhe eame close to hkim and lHfted her
hands to his shoulders, and looked up
Intoe his eyes, a pititul little figure,
shrinking and frightoned

“You couldan't have the hoart, Tom
my—n n matter how
you thought 1 was.”

“1 eouldu't,” sald Tommy, “thinking
that you aro & minguided angel of
light No, 1 couldn't Well,
doar, God knows 1 wi=h I had your

lnquonce and power upsn hearts
Vou won't find everybody on your side
You'll find many abler men than 1
talking and writing agalnst you, and
to pave this country from mad
-afi, I love you so that I fee)

“Celeatin,”

—MN0 wicked

trying

f If my heart wee breaking. And t
think that 1 ean’t even wish you good
luck.”

There's the wmotor for me now,”

sald Celastia, *1 knew you ean’t wish
mo Iuok, but you could kiss me if you
wanted to.”

Thoss who had heard her speak bhe
#nld that she had never
spoken ko well 88 on that day at the
tockmile, with the exception of just
the first few momopts, when she
soemed to ba a little dazed and
nervous. When she had fnished and
ntood there swaying like & My, and
flushed with & sense of nobility of
power and triumph, pandemonium
hroks loose.

Out of thst pandemonium that be
gan with cries of "Celestin—Colestia™
another name gradually took form
and  substance—"Parclay—BDarelay,"
thay bellowed, at first in & kind of
wencapated roar, then In unison, and
finally with a rhythm that drove men
half wild with the desire to be In
time with 1t, and that actually made
some of the bulidings In the enclosure
BWAY.

“"Barclay—Darclay—we want Bar
clay: Barclay for president-—Barclay
—Barclay.”

Thus the boom was launched Bar
clay rose from his place on the plat-
form, walked stralght up to Celestia, |
took her rigi. hand In his and lifted
it to his lips. Then he turned stand-
ing on her right hand and fuced the
shouting aud the tumult, There was |
no smlile of triumph in his face, only &
look of grim, bulldog determination
and prohity. '

After & long tize they let him
spaak. And after he had spoken they |
want wild again, |
“1 will do what & man may.” he |
sald, in & voice that carried to the |
wost remote palr of sars, “10 make
the wishes that you do me the honor
of wishing, eome true. If | am slected
president, | will make thess United |
States Into a fit habitation for wen |

and women "-‘ little children .’

fore often

| help me God?

|
. . —

CHAPTER XXIIL

Other trains wers making whirk
wind tours of these Unicd Siates
Not every capitalist was on the side
of eapital A badly frighrened and
very able man in the White House
was fighting for his politi-al Iife. Isto
the arens thers came af last a deid
bling of grautne patriots, whao, ke
thalr forefaihers wers ready o give
tor thelr country thelr Hves, their for
tunes, and their sacred honor,

It wasa't all smeooth sailine, by any
means  Btill no pew rovement had
ever made such progress in 80 shore
a time, and the end was not in sight,
nor the heginning of the end

A man galning tn strength from day
to day, among thoss who staod for the
old order of things, and opposed Ce
iestia, was Tommy Parclay. Heo had
a grest fervid cuality of honesty
which no one conld doabt. and he had
a look on his face, very lean now from
short nights, hard work, and the con-
stant buffstings of trains, of a young
hero who has set himself to do tal
denth & dragnoa that s ravaging &
countryside. With experience and
practice had come quick initiative in
emergencies, eans, and the better eon-
trol of a naturally fine and far-car-
rying volea

His triumphs were
Aownlaiid came when he crossed
Celest!a’s path too closely If ahe
was speaking by chance in the same
town at the same tire, ho would have
no more of an audjence than he could
have counted on the. fingers of his
hands. If ha followed hor (oo clossly
he spoke to deal and unaympathetic
oars.

“The erimo of the ages” sald one
rough miner, who was sufToring from
too much heart, too much whisky and
too little mind, “you great big, whist-
iin’, thunderin’ boob, did you ever set
eyes on the lady?™

And Tommy to his homor had failed
to find an answer to that gquestion
anywhere In his head, and had stam-
mered and become tonguetied, and
been bered, and had done bharm to a
cause, which, so fanatical he had be-
come, at this timeo, seemed to mern
life and death to him.

In exaltéd moments he folt that he
had erushed the love of Calestia out
of his heart.

Ones, In a [little northerm town,
atanding on an Improvised rosirom of
packine ecascs, and in the midst ef
addresslng a larpe crowd of qulet
sensible paople, who appearcd to like
him, end to ke what he said, It was
Tommy's bad fortune to have Colos
ia arrive from her snow-white car
wid steal his audience away frem him

- Ve m- - e g - L -l
iz “soa of upturacd fadss

mMANY. His
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a prol, with more than half the faces |

turned away to try and see what all
the excitement was about further
lown the strect, and evorybody get-

ting more and more restless and inat- |

tentive. A sudden tremendous checrs
ing took the rest of Tommy's audk

ence away from him on the run, with |

the exception of one young WoOmAan, |
who wore a thick brawn vell and was
half concealed by the stomy of an eim.

For a moment or two Tommy did
not sog her. Uis eyes were on the
backs an? twinkline logs of his fast
Aisappearing audience, and there was
n smile on his face, half rueful resig
nation and half amusement. FHe did

| not notice the woman until she called

attention to hersolf by speaking.

“Dem't atop,” she sald; “they haven't
all gone. It isn't falr to me. [I've
come a leng way Lo hear you,”

With an exclamation of plessure |
Toramy leaped down from his rostrum
and ran to grest her. “Why, Mary
Blackstone,” he exelalmed, “what the
dickens are you doiog way down
here?”

“l told wou 1 cace o hear you
speak. You are geiting to be rather
famous, you know. and I thought ‘it
was my duty—har ayes sparkled un-
der the vell—to hear you at least once.”

“Well" sald Tommy, smiling back,
‘vou missed all the good parta.” |

They turned and walked gsoward the |
Httle city park |

“What wre you really doing in this |
far away place, Mary? You didn't |
do all that traveling just to hear me
talk through my hat. did you?"

“No, | didn't. really; and you dldn't
really talk through yvour hat. [ came
nn on matter of fact to tell you some-
thuug | think you cught to know.”

They reached the lttle park, chose
a heneh, 4. sat down.

“You'll promise not te let anyone
know you gt the story from me.”

“I'll promixe that, of course.™

"Of course."” pald Mary, “if Mr. Bar

! elay ia tho pext president it will be &

grewt thing for his friends, among |
whom he hus told me ro any times 1
tn inelude myself that 1 buve ended by
belloving Blm, It would be a great
ihivg for me.

it wenld be & sorry thing for the
country.”

U not wo sure of that, He doean't
think go." ‘

“l credit bim with the uimost sia
wority, but with sbeolute lack of po-
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“But prople don't really swallow bher

| assertion that she was geut from heav-

en for the especial purpose of ranning
a political eampaign?™

“Many swallow it. She does herself,
¥ou know. And hers is no political
campaign, It's revolution.”

“If ber faith in herself could be
shattercd?™

“How could it? The best detectives
in the world have been working on her
origin. No clue leads anywhere, If
she doesn't come from heaven, where
does she come from?®™

“She comes,” sald Mary, “out of the
heart of a gigantic conspiracy.”

“She is no conspirator.”

“Unconsciously caly. Tommy, where
the detoctivas have tatied, | haven't. |
know all about Celestia—who she
wus, where ghe went to, where she
comes from, and where she's going!”

“Going?" exclalmod Tommy, in such
& volce that a pang of jealousy shot
through Miss Blackstone's heart

“Many ignorant people,” sald she,
“actually bolleve that Celestia is di-
vine and descended from heaven. As
or beauty fndes and bheor voice loses
its power, ff, in some way she should

ihow hergell human—marry—have a |

child—the bellef of those people wonld
turn into disbellef. But, if baving
seated the mew government firmly,
she ghould vanish in the heyday of
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“Well, it might be a good thing if
you could locate the ‘cave. That's
the only thing 1 can think of offband.”

Tommy fell Into a brown study.
‘Then he said:

“Mary, what is your m-tive in toll-
ing me all this?"

“Perhaps I don't want Mr. Barclay
slected, Perhaps [ dislike Celestia so
much that | want her to be humbled
aven at my own expens:. The motive
doesn’t matter.”

Mary's real motive In waking the
foregoing revelation to Tommy was

not esotirely clear even to harself. |

Above all things she wanted to be

rid of Celestia. The promise of & |

fortune in pearis to the perscn who
Hrought her definita word of Celestia’s
dofinite elimination from mundane af-

tairs had not borne fruit. Now Mary |

thought that a collapse of Celestia’s
power over men, through a shaking of
her faith in horself, might produce
definite results. Celestia, ou learning
that she was not a divine being but
a faker, would become not only value
less to the archconspirators, but a
itern and awfal menace to their plans.
They would suceced swiftly and with-
sut mercy where Mra, Gunsdorf had
falled.

it wasn't for want of trying that
- Mre. Guasdorf had falled. It wasn't

i
;
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80 Tense Were Mrs, Gunsdorf's Muscles Tl.at tha Handle of the Knife Was
Wet in Her Hand.

her beauty, Innoccace and power—van
ish as mysteriously as she appeared—
more than half the mation will end by

| holleving that she was truly the Daugh-

ter of God. Belleve me, Tommy, the
powers that produced her at the right
time aren’t going to let her grow old

' and wrinkled. She will g5 back to

heaven. And a oatlon will belleve
that the government she gave IL was
lerived from God and must bo right”

“Do you mean they would murder
ert™

“As calmly as you would murder &
sosquite.”

*“This is trightful!” exclaimed Tom-
ay, jumplng W his leel

“l haven't told you who she (8"

“True. You haven't”

He sat down again.

“Profesor Stilliter.” sald Mary, “se-
lectod her as & perfect specimen of
childhood. She was kidnaped and
brought up In s great underground

ystem of caverns somewhere in the
Adircndacks.”

“But she would remember.”

“No other child has ever been
rought up aa eho was. From the mo-
ment they kidoaped her she wos kept
6 & state of hypoosis, She was taught
uy hypnotic suggestion. The caves In
which slie was brought up seemed vast
1o her ae spece itsell. Bright angels
apoared to come and go, Through the
caves s the only access to & certain

cne. Her physical lite was just as real |

heenuse her spirit was weak or her
irin nerveless, nor because the knife
hirh ghe cearried In her stocking
wazn't long enough and sharp enough

r hier purpose. Advantagencus op-
porfunities {~r dolng the murder and
scaping undoteetod were rare. She
wd had but one, for Celestin was so
urrcunded and guarded as a rule that
% was hard to come at. Mrs. Cuns-
Ir*f had only had one good chance.
e bad only falled then becaune she
1. been so foollsh as to look Celestia
n tho eyes, and the powar to do the
wicked deod had been stricken from
gt

She didn't bave m~ney encugh to
trark Lelestia al! over the country.

(Mary should havo provided for this.) |

But sho had done her best

Now another excellent opportunity
seemad to offer.

CHAPTER XXIV,

Cevsnia's sucw-white traln, practie
wlly degerted, cecapied the siding, It
vould be taken ~ff at midnight, and
run slowly so as to arrive nut too
carly In the chief city of the North
wuods.

Mre. Gunsdorf chose & moment when
no one swemed to be louking, and
boarded Colestia’'s own car at the ob-

. msorvation ead., She knew the rocm

and
clesed the bath room. The little sulte

as yours or mine; her meutal lifo was | rairly daxsled with its cleanncss and

nothing but droams, hallucinatiops and
imaginings. Btilllier was her teach-
er, and one other wan.”

“What man?™ asked Tommy.

“His name doesn't mattor. Just be-
fore it was time to bring her L0 earth,
he—well, they eaught him trring to
make her kisa him, and ever since
then ha's bown—dead.

memory tells ber of no physl-
cal or wants, of & woadorful
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| knew you when you were &

| were great (riends. Thon !ﬁ.!& :

away. My father sald you
.0 heaven—so you had, but )
| lsce that you were taught to belleve-
| was heaven. Then you came to sarth
—and I've reccgnized you. I wonder
|1 didn't before. But | do now. There's
| no mistake possible.”
“What utter nonsense are you up
| Lo pow ¥ -
“SBometimes little girls wear socks
jand chabby browa legs The Mitle
Am sbury girl had a little round mole
Just under her left knee.”
| “85 have 1, sald Celestia, “what of
1%
“Why this man Stilliter,” said
Tommy, “who kidnaped you when you
| ware a kiddle, has taught you to think.
by mental suggestion, that you are
what you think you are, instead of just
'a lovely girl of flesh and blood Mke
| the rest of us.”
8ho shook her head and murmured
| something about “nonsense,” but thers
| was something so earnest and com-
vineing in the young man's voice and
manner that what he sald could mot
but shock and distract her,
“I'm sure you belleve this, Tommy;

but it's quite out of the question. I re-
l nember my heavenly home as if 1

iad left it yesterday.”

B | “You remember a mental condition,

| a0t a physical reality.”
| There was a short pause. Then,
“What you've said ought not to bothor
meé at all” said Celestia. “1 dom't
know why you say It, or why you think
i's true, but please don't argue with
! me about it now. I'm so tired that I'd
| almost like Lo believe it myselt.”
Proicesor Stilliter pricked up his
| curs at that, for he knew very well
vanting to belicve a thing lives next
| dgur to believing it. If Celestla could
e made w believe what Tonimy bad

| tald her, her influence would be at an |

‘cnd, 8he would have to be got rid of.
| The professor trembled. The triumvir
ale would be for putting her under-

8 | zround. 89 would he; but he would be

. for putting her, not in the grave, but
 back fn thcese vast caverns whence
she came, and where bhe, who had
power over her, couid visit her at his
1 conveunlenco,

He wanted the woman more than
the triutoph of that cause In whose in-
terest he had trained her so painstak-

| Ingly for 50 many years.

Lot her belleve. He might be will
*.u; to help convince her. He wasn't
| sure.
fomIL" sald Tommy, "1 can show you
| their eave—if 1 can find it—then would -
| you believo?”

i "I dou't kunow,” sald Celestia. “I'm

lvo tired. Pleage don't talk to me about

Lit now.” Then ghe smiled at him and

| ald:  “It @ wonderful investios,

| though. Find the cave first and then
alk to me."

“Celestia—don't you waol to be

,| lleva?"

| Then Professor Stiliiter beard &
sound that almost mado him foam at
| the mcuth, “She dovs want to telieve,”
l he thought, “and the will and her use-

ulness will be at an end, and she

belong to me. Why not anticipate
| littlet™

Ho stood trembling. He heard Ce
lestia enter her stateroom and le
down with a slgh of weariness. He Hs-
tened for a long time. of

-é

some to sleep. And anyway it was not
in his mind to disturb ber now, That
would be for later, when the traln was
in motion aud the lights out

B2 at last he walked stealthily off .
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tements that To bad made.
And usder the bed, trembling with
dort, waiting for that time when Coles.
tia’s regular breathing
that the defonseloss
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